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tions are in the Irish tongue, and are for the most part hidden
in national libraries j but one work of the same class, though
much more modern, has been not long ago given to the world,
translated carefully, and furnished with elaborate notes. The
Annals of the Four Masters, collected in the seventeenth century,
by learned monks of the Franciscan order, perhaps dependents
of the chiefs of Tirconnell, contain an account of Ireland from
the earliest times, and are, doubtless, modelled on the type
of the old chronicles. They are a rude record of dry state-
ments, without a trace of artistic skill, or a pretence to historical
form or order; but we catch in the narrative the note of sorrow.,
that seems inherent in Irish nature, and that Irish monks of
that age might fitly utter. But the Irish chronicles and annals,
like those of the Teutonic races, seem to have been devoid of
the charm and keen intelligence which pervade the immortal
work of the Greek Father of History.
The great poets of the world belong to the Semitic, the
Hellenic, and the Teutonic races.   The most brilliant poetry
of the Celtic race is to be found in the literature of France ; it
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has been made admirably attractive and correct by the civilisa-
tion of many ages; and.French lyrical poetry justly ranks high.
But who would compare the rhetoric of Corneille, the weak
and lifeless creations of Racine, and the prolific but rather
commonplace genius of Voltaire, with the song of David,
Ezekiers grandeur, the rush of Homer's verse, the strength of
Aeschylus, the divine touch of Shakespeare, the master hand of
Goethe ? The poetry of ancient Ireland seems to have been
abundant, but it was certainly not of a high quality. A single
Irish epic exists, but a translation has not as yet been attempted.
The native Irish poetry of a much later date shows grace and
delicacy, even fair promise; but, as is characteristic of the
Celtic intellect, at certain stages of its development, it is wanting
in strength and overlaid with petty refinements and false orna-
ments; it continually sacrifices truth to form; it is devoid of,